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A Messenger 'um the North,

I wood alone on (he banks of A
ninall stream gasing down Into the
clear water, my thought centering
Bpon the journey homoward, when the
bushes opposite parted, and a man
stood) on the bank scarcely a doven
slepn away, with only tho stream be-
tween un. It was time and place for
caution, for susplelon of strangers, and
my rifle eame forward In lostant readl.
noas, my heart throbbing with star-
tlod surprise. He held up both hands,
bis own wenpon resting on the ground.

“Not so earcluss, boy,” ha callod
scrous cheerfully. “Thers In 0o war,
s0 Inr o | know, batwesn white men.”

Hin enny tone, as well an hils words,
farrod on me, yot | lowered (he rifte.

“1 am ne boy,” 1 retorted, "as you
may discover before we are through
our nequaintance.”

“No? Wall by my eyealght you look
#, although (n faith you are surely blg
etiough for n grown man.  Yours s
tho first white face I've seen wince |
teft the Shawnes towns—n wasry jour
ney.”

"o Bhawnos towna!™ [ echoed,
#taring ot him In fresh wonderment.
“You come from beyond? From the
Minoia®™

e stroked hix bonrd.

“A longer Journey thun that even”
he soknowlodged alowly. "I am from
Bandusky, by way of Vincennos"

"Alonat"

“he Indiane who were with me re
malnod at Bhawnes; they lost heart.
Bines then I have been by mysell”

"Come over,” 1 sald shortly, "where
wo can converse more oaally.”

Ho stepped Into the cool water un.
honltatingly, and wadod ncross, n small
pack at hin ‘back, and a long rifle
ancrons  his shoulder. Thers wan o
recklons sudacity about the fellow 1
could not fail to obwerve, snd, as he
serambled up the rathor stesp bank, I
had a glimpes of a face far from my
liking. However, oursn was & rough
fife In thoxe dayn, accustoming us to
Mrange acquaintances, so 1 walted,
my rifle In my hand, determined to
know more of this wanderer. He was
& man of middie age, with gray halrs
n plenty, and eoraggly  bedard, an
netive bhody, of good girth, and a
fAnrk foce, deoply weamed, having
un . ugly sear bpdown  his  right
chepl, snemingty from I white center
the slasb of & kolfo, The eyes, gleam.
ing benenth the brim of his h. . were
furtive, uncanny, black as to eolor, nnd
bold enough In the snoaking way of a
tiger ent.  Deyond these things thers
wins lttle distinetive about the man,
hin drows merely that of the back
wonlde—Irluged huntihg ahirt and leg
gings of leather, dirly and solled by
Youk une, yet exhibiting & bit of fop-
pery In decoratlon whilol made me re
enll the Fropelh voyageurs of the
noeth und thelr gay ribbons, AL hig
belt dungled Huuting %olle and toma
firwk, but these, with the rifte, coh.
BUtuted his whole dlsplay of weapons,
Esven befors o Yad oblalned the level
ot which 1 stood | hed coneolved a dis.
liko for the follow, n dosirs to have

done with further negualntanesabip
With feat planted firinly on the edge
of the gross be seannwd me from head
to feot with unwinking esyos,  that
wought vuinly to smile

“NYou nre surely a big fellow,” he
enid ai lnkl. “Bome hand at rough anl |
tumble, 1 mako bodd Lo guess ot
us have frookoess betwoon un 1 eone
from the north on 4 mision of peaes,
the reprosontutive of (he tribes. and
of Hamifton, A1 ask b e specieh
and guidanege.”

‘Yl reprasent Hataliton

‘Ayu, theugh |
eume fram It
HL Clslr andg
aliher munt"

‘Nath, passing well. 8t Clalr v up
the Fiver—or wap \hees days since—
put Geuern) Harmar vepresents Him a4
the settiomont  How hpppens U, my
friend, it the message ba so important,
Hamitton did not dispatech an ofloer?”

“tle bad o ¢holon. Nonn volunteer
ed for the inek, and t wan the selce
tlon of the tribon. You quosilon e an
though you wern Harmar himself;
ped mere, you hava the look of 1L
Youre nol o wobdsman, you sny; then
I muke 0 guess—you're & soldier.”

"I oam," 1 returned guistly, “sn en:
plagn (h the vegular service "

“NumnT

“Towaph Hayward of Fort Harmar'

“he gods bo pralscd! Now In the
way wade clenr.  You were Lruvoling
thihor ™

1wt e thore tomorrow."

“In nipla tiwe (or my purposs. 1
recall vour naine, Mastor Hayward, as
wpiken by the Dolawarom You were
st Chilboothn last spring™

Fou say Y

expudct Hitle will

I would have word wiih
Hartnur Kiow you |
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“1 attended the counell.”

"“The very man, and now you ean
netve me well, if 1| may Journey wilh
you ™

“I am not everly fond of white men
who tura Indlan,” I sald coldly, “How-
ovier I'll soe you sale to the fort gates
It you play no forest (ticks on the
way, Aud now you might tell me who
It 18 ) am to companion with"

Ho grinned, showing his testh, and
my eyes noled bow Armiy he hald his
gun,

“A pledge ls & plodge, Mastor Hay:
ward," he suawered, Insolently. “I am
cnlled Simon Glrty.”

I involuntarily took a wstep baok:
wird, staring Into the man's face.
That he was a renegade of some sort,
1 had reallzed from the firat, yot it
had never onoe ccourred to me that he
could be that bloody scoundrel, Girty.
Thora fawhed acroas my mind the
storfos | had beard of his atrocitios:
his leadership of Indians In midoight
fornys; his mulignant ervelty; the
hoartlessness with which he watched
vietims burning at the stake; his out-
rages on helpless women and children;
the Nundish npcta of savagery with
which his bruial name was connected
nlong the border. And this was the
mun—this coward!y-eyod dastard, who
#stood there grinning Into my face, vl
dently amused at my undlsgulsed ex
pression of horror, Protect, and gulde
himt My first Inollnstion was to strike
the man down In his tracks, kill him
a8 | would a venomous sunke. He
read nll this In my eyes, in the stiffen.
Ing of my muscles,

“No, no, Master Hayward,” he sneer-
ed, bringing his rifle forward, “don’t
let the nap - frighten you. The half
you've hearu of me are lies. 1'm nol
oo bad when all is told, and there Is
more than one borderman who ean ro-
call wy mercy. Kenton escaped the
stake Lhrough me, and there are white
women and children awalting ransom
In Detrolt because 1 interceded for
them. Now | play falr, above board—
see? and he dropped hig gun on (he
grans, and held out his empty hands.
"It is eany to kill me, yet you will not
—you aro a soldler”

1 stood Irresolute, healtating, half
tempted still to coms to blows, yot hia
et dignrmed me.  Beast though he
might bo 1 could not kil him In cold
blood; | was no murderer, yel It waa
n sirdgglo lo reaist.

“Now listen, Silmon Qirty," 1 man
mged to say, st last. “Thore is no
Irivndahip botween us, now nor at any
time. | hold you a murderous rone
gude, n white savage, to bo ahown loas
mercy than an Indlan dog. But | leayve
others to deal with you am you de
sorvo.  As you sny, | am n soldler, aud
will net like ohe, 1 have pledged you
my word of guldanee to Fort Hatmor,
I will koop the pledge (o tie lolter, but
ne more, Beyond the gale you pros
ceed at your own risk, for 1 1t wo
hutid to protect you from Just ven.
peance. | dosples you too wuch to
foar you. Plek up your rifle. That s
nll: now we will brouk our fust and
®o."”

Convineed an 1 was (hat Olrty netus
Nty tosirmd to roneh the fort, although
somowhut sheptical an to hin purpose,
I telt ao tonre of trenchory. 1 was of oo
great vilue o the fullow to warrant
in milhok, so, without hesliation, |
lodl the wuy, pormitting him to fullow
or not, Us ho plopsed, 1 had It I8 my
wind Lo guestion Wim, but refralied.
What would be (he use? The fellow
would enly e, In all probability, and
one word would lead to another. He
would have to be explicit enough ones
e confronted Harmar, and my duty
wrely  cousisted In deMverlig him
safuly st thy gates of thoe Torl

It wan nbot whon we came to the
cloarisgs, Mieced with  stumps, but
yiolding view of the distunt river, and
tho scattvred log houses of Marlelta,
Men wore st work In the Belds, but 1
avolded these an much an posalsle, als
though they paused tn thelr lnbor nnd
riared suspiclousty at us s we ad
vanced. However 1 wan well known,
my &lze moking me nolable, and s
aur eoirss wus toward the town, no
one objecied to our progross. Thore
was no recognition of the man, who
clung close to my heels, and | wasted
no tme lp getting past, suger W be
woll Hid of him

In Ltruth | felt Hitle hope of getting
ihrotgh thun caslly. The fellow was
too widely known not to be recognissd
by nome ono. Those men of the Balde
wera notilers, nowly arrived mostly,
nnd elightly sequalbted as yel. with
barder hintors, but thers would be ldie
hunters In the villege, Backwoodsmen
from weross the river, men who had
ranged thy vorthern forests, and to
whom the name of Girty moabt much
Lot one of thess look upon the mau
and hla )ife would scaree be worth
the annp of & finger, Not that I cared,
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except as his safe passuge Involved my
own word.

“Coms along.” 1 sald harshly, “1
would be done with you”

Wo advanoed up the road to whare
the fort gates stood open, A wingle
sentry atanding motionless batwoen
the ponts. As we drow Doar, & group
of huntera—s half dozen maybo—sud:
denly emerged, their lung rifles trail
ing, on thelr way (o the walley, |
recognized the man in advance aa the
Kentuckinn Hrady, frontiorsman and
Indinn fighter, and recognizing me he
stopped,

“Ah, buek agaln, Master Hayward,”
he exclalmed govd humoradly. But
what s It you bave here? No settler
of this valley, to my remembrance.”

He stared at my companion, shading
his eyes with ono hand, his face losing
its look of cheerfulnesn.

“Indian  trapplugs—hey!™ ha ex
claimed. “Some northwest ronegade!
Stop! I've seen that face before!"
His riflo eame forward awiftly, as the
truth burst upon him. “Curse you,
you're Simon Girty!"”

1 gripped the barrel of his gun,
pressing my way between him and the
others behind.

“Whatever hin name,” [ anld sternly,
“this Is not your afair. The fellow
comos with message from Hamllton,
and has my pledge of safe guldance
Stand back now, and let ue pans!™

“I'll not stand back” he sald wres
tling to hreak my grip on his
rile. "Not to let that devil go
free. Let go of the gun bar
rel, you young focl! I'm nol one of
your soldlers. Here Polter, Evans, do
you hear? That Is the bloody villaln
Qirty—coma on!"

They had hold of me Instantly hurl-
ing mo back In spite of my strugeling,
1 saw the renegade throw forward his
rifle, and shouted te bim,

“Don't do that, you fool—run!"

Even aa I eried out the order |
lenped forward, seeking to get grip on
Brady, hurling tha others aslde with
a aweep of my army, There was an
instant of flerce fghting, of blows,
curses, threats. 1 lunged over the
rifle barrel, and got grip on Brady's
bheard, otily to be bauled back by &
dozen hands, and flung to my knees.

“Sentry! Call the guard!”

I got the words oul somehow, boring
my way forth from under the huddie
of forms. Thera was a rush of fest,
the shoutlng of an order, the shoek
of contact, and then 1 wlopd salone,
wiping the persplration from my eres,

CHAPTER 11

With General IHarmar.

“I'hat will do, sergoant” 1| called
ayt, the momeut T could galn breath.
"Here pow, don't hit that man! Bur
round this fellow and take him Inside
the stockade, Never mind we; Ul
take care of mywell”

The little squad lramped off, Girly
ln thelr midat, hisn hedd turned back
over his shoulder watchfully, 1 stop
ped forward frontiug Brady, and held
ot my hand,

“Borry (his happened” 1 sald sober

Iy, “but | prowised to being the man | ¥1ern eyes on my faoe

to the forl, aud 1 Nad to defend Bim.”

“Io's & loody savage'” he hltnmd.
with an outh, and making no respon
#lve movement; “he's worse than any
Injun on the border”

“I know all that, Brady. 1 deaplne
the fellow an wmuch ar any of you, al
({hough T may mnot  have
through his ncots an some of you have.
Hut ke Is here In poneo, not war. To
Injurs Wim now might cost hundreds
of lives. Lot him give his messuge Lo
Oepern] Haormar; after that we shall
know how (o denl with the shunk. At
legint 42 not bold this agailout me; |
only did my dury.”

Brady looskned his grip on his gun,
und took my hond

"I understand that, boy™ He sald,
not unkindly, “Your Hghiing wan
wjuurs snough, and no harm done |
ke the way you wept at It, but |
rechon you doa't quite sense how we
old Kontuckinus feel about renogudon
o' that stripe “Talnt satural you
should, for there aln't boen no Injun
war to amount to anything aince you
coma to this couniry., BDut I've seen
that greasy devil In palnt an' feath-
ers; so has Evans here, nn’ these yor
young fellowr know mome of the dirt
ho's done. He's led war parties
agninat us, an’ killed our nelghbors
That skunk stood by an’ lel 'em bury
ol man Hoddy at the stake, an' never
rilaed & hand, 1t's o helllsh fact, true,
slr! AN he sply laughed at Kentan
whea the redaking made Bhn run (he
guunilet. The ugly cur ought to ba
skinned alive!l”

"I'ves Heard sl thel” | replled whien
ho stopped, bis eyes blazing angrily.
“But two wrongs never made s right,
mot. He catme here voluntarlly os a

suffered | namo he gave me, and PBrady recog

| yond doubt they kuow that nlready,

|hnnvy on the punchuon floor,

measenger. The tribes are In councll
ot Snndusky and sent him, That s
why | gtood In his defense against you.
We munst loarn what word he Lrings
It he were killed on such a mission
every Indian In the northwest would
feel oallod upon to avenge his death.
It would mean ralds and warfare the
whole length of the Ohlo: It would
mean the murder of women and ebil
dren; tho berning of homen, and &l
the horrors of Indian warfare for yoars
to come. Thore s only a fringe of
white setflers on this side of the
river, Brady, and a mere handful of
soldlers to defond them. Wa eannot
Alord o have wir, wo are nol ready”

“Ready? rot! | am for going In now,
an' Buishing the job. This new gov-
arnmont policy of atrokin’ those devils
oh the back, makes me slek. That ain't
the way we cloansd up Kentueky."

“Easlor yald than done, Brady, This
fan't Kentucky, and the conditiona are
differant. Those wern hunters and
backwoodamen who took possession of
that land to the south. They ecame
alone, on foot, rifle in hand, fghting
mon every one. That was thelr trade.
Thess soitlers who have coms
north of the Oblo are of a different
breed; they have bronght wives nnd
ohlldren with them, and have come Lo
till the Jand. They are pot hunters
atd woodumen: hall of them never
even saw an Indian. They would be
a8 helplean an bubos on a war trall
BL. Clalr and Harmar are dolng the
bogl they ean under such conditions,
They bave got to compromise; they
don’t dare provoke war, The In
dians and the Dritish know this s
true; Girty knows It, or he never
would have ventured to come In bera
~what s 1t, Faulkner?"

The sergesant, i shorl, stocky fellow
saluted stimy.

“The ecompliments of CGeneral Mar
mar, sir, and would you come to his
affice.”

"Vory well, sergeant, na soon as I
can Mlip out of these hunting clothes.
Am I right, Brady?"

“Maybe #0," he admitted reluetant.
1y, “but that aln't my style o' handling
Injuns. I reckon we'll hang ‘round
boys, till we wses what's comin'
out o' thia yor messnge bearin'. I'd
surn like to be In any fracihs whar I
could get a slnm 8t Lhat hound o' hell.”,

It required but o few moments for
me Lo shift my hunting sult for n suit-
able uniforn, and thls aecomplished, |
hurrled nerons the purade to the oMea
Tho orderly admitted me at once. Gen:
eral Harmar was nlone, wittlng besldo
& small writing tabile, and bagan ques-

ttoning mn the Instant | appeared.

“Close the doar, Mr. Hayward. Now, |
#lr, what Is It that just happened oult-
side the gutle? Fighting with some of
wy scouls, | undoerstand, over a tel
low you brought In with you? 1 pre
' sume thero wan pome cause for this
wnsommly quarrel ™

“There was, Goneral Marmar,” [ re
plind. standing cap in hand.

tie leaned back In his chalr, drum-
ming with ono hnand on the table, his

“Then malke your report, air*

I went over the evenie of the past
few hours rapidly, but clearly, and
thiere was no literruction untll | cens-
ed 10 Apeak.

"Who did you say the man was?"

“Simon Oirty, sir. That wus the

nlred him at onee.”
"What Is bin misslon? Did be say T
“Not n word, slr, axcapt that he rep
resented the tribes, and bore & mes
unge from Hamilton "
“Think you Ho led? 18 Mis purpose
to Joarn our sirength and position
“Ng, sir, | think not” | replied sob-
etly, “There was npo necossity; be

I do not think the fellow would dare
ecame other thas he suld: bo ls oot of
that breed”

e wulked back and forth moross
the room, his hands elasped, Win head
bent in thought MHe waw a flurid.
faced, beavily-bulit man, his  step
Facing
the door. he stopped with sudden do-
oiston.

“Orderty,” e ealled, "have the ser
geant of (he guard bring the mossen:
ger here st once. Search bim for
wenpons flrat”

e turned townrd ma
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Useful at the Races.

"Why did you pieke Alpha to win
that rave? 1 pover thought he would
win"

“Alpha ls the fieat latter of Lhe Oresk
alphabet, 1 Npured that Alpha should
onturally lead."

“Hee what I 18 18 Buve an educa
ton ™

“NERVE" MATCHED HIS PLAY
Oolfer's

Remarkable Luck Almost
Equaled the Remark With Which
Ha Followsd It
A member of the Washingion
Amerioan longue team, who had al-
ways protended (o rogard goll asn n
gnme for old mon and erippled wom-
on, wah persuaded to try his Juck st
the wport, Almost the whole elub
wWant to the firet tee to see him drive

off,

“What have T got to do, caddie™
he asked of thie boy who went with
i,

"You drive off from hern,” sald the
caddie, pointing to  the tee, “and
you're to put the ball in that ltte
hole with the flag fNying above It
'l go on snd mark your ball"

The caddle did so, and the bLall
player, with proper deliberation, drove
off. Uiy an exiraordinary stroke of
luck be drove s beauliful ball, which
Ianded just on the silege of the groen,
nnd wlowly irickled down Into the
liole, The caddio, wild with exolte
wont, enme dashing back, shouling:
You're down In one—the ball's in the
Nole!™

“Well,” sald (he noviee, nonehalant
1y, “Pm glad of (hat, AL fret 1 was
afrald | milght have minsed 16"
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made its author famons and earned
v gront fortune. William A, Pinker-
tony, elidef of the Pinkerton National
Deteetive Agency, says it is the great-
sl defeetive story heever rend, Soon
this story will be prmlwl in THE
GREAT DIVIDE, 205 Post Builil-
ing, Dimver, Colormlo, Send a
stamp for sample copy,  Write to-
diy—atso sy where you read this—
Ady
Natursl Proceeding.

“Whst do voll supposs Smith owill
deo with Wik windiall®™

“He'll blow It in”

Pae happy. Vlse Bine;
mueh botter than n;nid bhw f»ngm.
the lounidiess, Al groeers,

Not the First,

Apropos of u miltionuire of Nftyfve
who hud divoresd bis wife after 30
yours of bappy wedlock in order to
marry o chorun girl of elghtoen, Mrs,
Harvey W. Wiley, the bridliunt suf.
frage worker, suld with no lttle bit-
1oTneRs;

“tle s not the first man to use his
wife on n lndder and then kidk the
Indder away."

What New Friends Do to Us,
avid trayuon, anthor of “Adven-
tubes  In Contentment,”  boglnning
s new povel, “"Hemptield,"” o the
Verienn Muguklne, miyn:

“When we let now friends Into our
Hves we bogome permaneitly anlarged
nnd marvel that we could ever bave
Nyl in u wmallor world”

Anything to Oblige.

Ofcor  Alllng  tn Torm—Whit's
vour religlon?
Zonlous  eomit—Well, what nsre

ran shovt of?

Tne Hero at Home.
M somi rlae to the oceastin when
the hurginr got Inte your house?"
‘Wo, hut my lum' LTI B

At the First !i'm

Or miling helr got Cutlepra,  IE
works wonders, Touch spots of dan-
drulf and ftebing with Cutlenra Olnt-
et and follow next morning with &
hot shinmpoo of Cuth v Bosp,  'Thie
ot onee arrests falllog balr and pro-
mates hinir growth, For free saeapln
sach with 32p Bkin Book, adi’ress
post card: Cutlours, Depr. X, Dogton,
Bold everywhers, —Ady,

international Lack,
“He topk Frepolh lopgve”
"Whers wan Wi Daiteh donmpge 7 —
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Braming carefully evory lmltla of
CASTOIRIA, n safe and pure remedy for
Infants and children, and ses that It
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